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	1. Chapter 1

**A/N: Disclaimer: No copyright infringement intended, this story was made for entertainment purposes only. All rights and characters belong to Capcom and Constantin Films.**

* * *

><p>Albert Wesker, only son of Sir Spencer, founder and CEO of the Umbrella Corporation. Tall, intelligent, and attractive. He was next in line to become the head of the powerful corporation, and he had just about everything a man his age ever wanted. Money, prestige, power.<p>

So, like he spent almost all of his evenings, he was currently studying. He had to get the proper genetics, biology, and virology courses necessary to succeed his father as head of Umbrella. Of course, he had an excellent teacher, Doctor James Marcus, but the older gentleman wasn't able to accompany him at all times.

As he read and took notes, there was no other sounds in his large bedroom. Pen scratches and pages being turned were the only sound that reached his ears. Until he suddenly stopped writing and closed his books.

A glance at his watch revealed that it was just past 1:30am, well past the time his father retired for the night. The only possible people that would currently be awake were the mansion's security personnel or the family butler, finishing his rounds.

Without so much as a moment of hesitation, Wesker pulled his phone out of his pocket and shoved a single earbud into his ear as he opened the device's browser and started to search up some porn. He'd been studying for over five hours now, so he felt justified in rewarding himself.

Just as he was beginning to enjoy himself, he suddenly froze as the hairs on the back of his neck stood up and a chill went up his spine.

Glancing from side to side, he saw nothing at his flanks, but he then glanced at the glossy slightly reflective surface of his desktop clock and spotted a woman with brilliant icy blue eyes leaning on one of the corners of his four-poster bed.

"Oh, don't stop on my account." She spoke in a low, sultry voice that clearly denoted amusement. "Looks like she's having fun..."

"How did you get past security?" Wesker asked, not turning around and not moving. His father had a fair number of enemies, so this woman may be a spy or assassin from a rival corporation.

"I don't need to worry about things like that." The woman replied, smiling slightly.

"So, what corporation do you take orders from?" Wesker asked with a silent sigh.

"I don't work for anyone. I'm independent." The woman smirked slightly. "But I do know a few things about you, Albert."

"Like what?" Wesker raised an eyebrow, his curiosity piqued.

"What I know is from simple observation. To put things simply... I've been watching you. And I like what I see." The woman stood up and walked across the empty floor space to stand right behind Wesker's chair and placed her hands onto both of his shoulders, giving him a clear view of her black nail polish and elegantly long fingers.

"In what context?" Wesker couldn't help but sound like a smartass, since she'd clearly been watching him masturbate.

"Socially, professionally... _privately._" The woman chuckled, low and almost like she was purring. "So, how about we get started, before that _impressive_ erection of yours goes to waste."

"You flatter me." Wesker smirked as her hands gripped his shoulders tightly and spun his desk chair around, while she simultaneously straddled his thighs in fluid timing. "But I do have a question I must ask."

"It's Selene." The dark haired woman - who was actually very attractive - winked as she swatted his earbuds aside with a flick of her wrist. "So, I know you prefer to be called by your surname rather than your first name... Wesker."

"Care to take the lead, or shall I?" Wesker studied Selene's icy gaze, but somehow couldn't get a read from her. This unreadable air, combined with her dark attire, made him oddly aroused, renewing the bold erection that stood between their bodies.

"Don't mind if I do." Selene smoothly slid backwards onto her knees before his chair, planting a small cheeky kiss on the crown of his length before curling her fingers around the base of the shaft and smiling with obvious approval. "You're all mine, Wesker, you belong to only me. I better not find out that any other women have had their hands on this."

"Believe me, that won't be a problem." Wesker smirked as she began to lovingly stroke his length. "I'm more concerned with my future than a horny classmate."

"Smart boy." Selene licked the entire underside of his shaft, starting from her tight grip to the urethra, teasing the tip of her tongue into the slit before turning her head to the side and returning back to the base.

"Might I presume you're a dominatrix or a Mistress?" Wesker asked after several more moments of her oral minstrations. He was beginning to grit his teeth, damn she was good at this.

"Mistress? Oh, I like the sound of that." Selene smiled coyly as she teased the crown of his member with her tongue. "But, no, I'm not a dominatrix. I'm just confident with my skills." She squeezed the base of his shaft pointedly as she spoke, causing him to inhale sharply. "I'm also quite observant, so I can adjust my techniques accordingly... when need be."

"I can see that... _hah_!" Wesker's cheeky comment was cut off as Selene plunged his member into her heavenly mouth with a very pleased sounding hum.

Wesker's hands had been on the armrests of the leather chair the whole time that Selene had been at work, and now his fingers were tightening drastically on the edges of them, his knuckles white. By no means was he a sexual stud, but at the same time, he wasn't a minute man either. Every muscle in his body was rigidly tense, and his mind, just minutes ago full of biology and viral facts and theory was now entirely focused on not busting a nut inside this mysterious woman's mouth.

Suddenly, as if she'd been reading his mind, Selene suddenly extracted his length from her mouth all together, gently blowing cool air onto his throbbing and swollen head, calming the nearly explosive hard-on. Wesker gasped for breath, confused by her sudden stop.

Without a word, she pressed her finger to her saliva slickened lips, glancing at the door to the hallway. After a moment, she held up two fingers.

It seemed that despite her intense focus on sucking him off, she had still been keeping an ear out for anyone approaching the room. Wesker was inwardly impressed.

After several seconds, she turned back to Wesker and raised both her eyebrows for a moment - rather sassily - before pointedly glancing down at his erection.

"I presume that's the security you mentioned?" She teased before grabbing his shirt collar and rising to her feet. "Anyway, I think it's time you took the lead, hmm?"

Wesker didn't object, since it would give his raging member time to recover from her heavenly mouth and touch. He allowed her to drag him by the shirt over to his four-poster bed and sassily sat on the edge of the mattress, crossing her leg over her knee and placing on hand on the bedding to hold herself up.

"Good boy... Now, take off your shirt." Selene ordered as she released her grasp on him.

Without hesitation, Wesker's dress shirt was quickly unbuttoned, and Selene stood up suddenly - she wasn't quite as tall as Wesker expected, the top of her head barely reached his chin - and slowly pulled his shirt off his body, taking in the sights of his athletic form. He wasn't a bodybuilder, but he wasn't fat nor scrawny either. "Mmmm... Lovely." She purred softly as the shirt finally took to gravity's embrace, dropping to the floor with a soft sound.

Selene spent several long minutes tracing her fingers all over Wesker's chest, his abs, ribs, and even around his back into an embrace. Her next command was rather simple.

"Kiss me."

Wesker kept his gaze steady, locked onto the icy blue orbs mere inches from his face, before gently leaning forward, only to pause just before her soft lips, letting her form the connection. This small pause seemed to please her even more as she connected her mouth with his own.

"Such a gentleman." She admired her new man-toy with an approving smile. "For your reward, you can take one thing off me."

Wesker immediately smiled, noticing that Selene had an off-the-shoulder black sweater, a tank top, definitely a bra, and black pants. Then his gaze dropped all the way to the floor...

Heels. Of course.

"Shoes." Wesker announced before slowly crouching down onto one knee and removing the strappy black high heels that she was wearing. He gently set them aside as Selene sat back down in the same elegantly sassy manner.

"Looks like I'm not the only one that knows what they're doing." She raised an eyebrow again as she smiled with amusement. "Rub my feet." She ordered, and Wesker complied without a word. After several long, loving minutes, Selene sighed with satisfaction.

"You've earned another reward."

Of course, Wesker knew better than to remove her pants. Any fool that tried that would probably get a swift kick to the chin. So he smiled and spoke softly. "Sweater."

Selene smirked before nodding in approval once again. She kept a careful eye on him as he sat slightly behind her left side and gently lifted the hem of the sweater from her stomach, then up and over her breasts, then up and over her head.

"Kiss me."

Once again, Wesker obliged, tilting her chin up slightly and allowing her to form the connection. This time, she gently raked her teeth over Wesker's lower lip, lightly pinching it before pulling away.

"You learn quickly." Selene nodded for him to keep going. "Continue."

Of course, he obeyed. Without failure, he followed her every command, and after each command, he tactfully and politely followed her subtle cues on spending his next reward, until all she wore was her bra, panties and her black pants.

"Sit behind me, like you were before." Selene ordered, and her gaze caught onto the raging erection that he had maintained the entire time, without faltering. She might have found the perfect Sub to match her Dom personality.

Of course, Wesker obeyed his Mistress without a word, allowing her to lean her shoulders against his chest as he received his next order.

"Touch me."

Wesker hesitated for a moment, unsure about what exactly she meant. "I do not understand what you mean, Mistress."

Selene's smile was accented by a soft chuckle. "As you should. That is an open ended order. I _never_ give those. For that, you may take off my bra and pleasure my breasts."

"Yes, Mistress." Wesker didn't need to think about his new order, and after a flick of his wrist, the lacy black bra came loose from her back and she allowed him to gently remove it from her shoulders before tossing it aside.

Selene cooed softly at his touch. It was a genuine lover's touch, soft and careful. Exploratory, testing the unfamiliar territory. "Continue."

As his hands explored her chest, Selene gently placed her hand onto the side of Wesker's head, turning it down towards her own. With a silent nod, she leaned forward to kiss him, and he complied with her silent request.

With her other hand, she placed it on the back of Wesker's hand, gently pulling it away from her chest towards her toned stomach, but stopped there. Since her mouth was otherwise occupied, the silent order was immediately understood.

Wesker's gentle touch danced along the lines of her abs, never going any lower than her navel. His other hand had double duty on her chest, but he was managing to keep her breasts perky and flushed, as per her orders.

Never in his right mind would he dare disobey her.

"You can continue. Put your hands down my pants, I want you to tease me through my panties." Selene separated her lips from Wesker's by pressing her forehead against his own.

"Guide me, Mistress. I fear I may fail." Wesker spoke up about his doubts.

"Of course." Selene approved of his honesty, so she returned her hand to the back of his own, tilting her pelvis forward to create just enough space in her waistband for both of their hands to fit inside. Very slowly and carefully, she guided his hand over her panties and down to the cleft between her legs. "Right here. Do you feel confident?"

Wesker nodded. "Yes, Mistress. Shall I begin?" He received a nod, and Selene's long, slender hand slid back out, just as he got started. Very slowly, cautiously, he explored this unseen territory with the pads of his fingers, learning the layers, creases and bumps that garnered positive reactions from his dark lover.

Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed that Selene had her eyes closed and that her free hand was tightly gripping the blanket at her side, trying to be subtle about it. It seemed that he was doing something right, despite not being able to see what he was actually doing.

Suddenly Selene let out a shuddering gasp, her eyes opening as her body tensed. Of course, Wesker paused, but she suddenly glared at him. "Did I say _stop_?"

"Of course, Mistress." Wesker apologized immediately, continuing to caress her covered entrance, eliciting several rather cute groans and squeaks from his Mistress until she grasped his wrist to make him stop. This time, he knew it was an order, so he did so instantly.

"Take off my pants." Selene panted for breath, but still maintained her authority as she spoke.

With careful precision, Wesker gently lifted Selene's thighs straight upwards, keeping them together as he unclasped the button and hummed the zipper of her sexy black pants down, revealing the top of her lacy black panties - which had a cute little pink bow on the top - before sliding the garment down the her lovely, shapely legs. Just from a glance at her panties, Wesker could tell she was almost at her limit. The wet patch was quite sizable.

Selene hooked her thumbs into the waistband at her hips, slowly and teasingly pulling her wet panties off before tossing them onto her discarded pants, revealing her shaven mound, glistening with her arousal.

"Use your mouth. Pleasure me." Selene ordered, sliding further onto the large bed and spreading her legs while she rested her head and shoulders onto the pillows.

"As you wish, Mistress." Wesker obeyed right away. He was quite confident in his abilities, so without further ado, he gently eased himself between her knees.

Now it was Selene that was white-knuckled and completely tensed from Wesker's surprisingly dexterous and long tongue. Holy shit, he was a keeper. Few men could give her such a ride, and Wesker was definitely one of the best, if not _the_ best to ever make it this far.

Her icy blue gaze was rolling into the back of her head, she was panting heavily, her chest was heaving, and her wet entrance was on _FIRE_!

"Stop." She hissed the order through her gritted teeth, and Wesker withdrew from her dripping entrance. "There's a condom in the back left pocket of my pants. Put it on, and let's finish this before both of us explode."

"Of course, Mistress." Wesker quickly discarded his pants and boxers, then ripped the condom out of the package and rolled it down his shaft, making sure it was applied properly before crawling over his panting Mistress, waiting for her signal to slide his member inside of her.

"Continue." Selene nodded, and Wesker carefully guided his length into her tight entrance, aided by her hand. She cooed with approval as he came to a halt, waiting for her tensed inner muscled to relax. "Good boy. You didn't cum right away."

"No, Mistress. I am ready when you are." Wesker nodded slowly, waiting again for her signal to continue inserting his protected member into her body.

"Slowly now, keep going." Selene ordered, hooking one leg around Wesker's lower back while her arms wrapped around his rib cage, under his arms.

As always, he followed her instructions and orders the instant she gave them, working up a strong, steady rhythm. By then, Selene had hooked both of her ankles together behind his back, pulling him even deeper into her body. The whole time, to silence their respective noises and cries, they were locked at the mouth, passionately kissing each other, biting lips and dancing tongues.

When the time for Wesker's stamina to finally end arrived, Selene had managed to twist herself and Wesker around so that she was straddling his member, her hands firmly supporting herself on his chest while her rear bounced as his covered shaft slid in and out of her dripping entrance with continuous soft slapping sounds of skin on skin. Her body was toned, the absolute perfect balance of muscle meets curves. Her ass was heart shaped, firm and tight while her soft B-cup breasts were perky with soft pink peaks.

"I'm almost there... Don't you dare cum... just yet." Selene panted, her whole body covered with sweat as her own quim oozed down her inner thighs.

Wesker couldn't muster the breath to affirm her order, he was putting forth every ounce of his effort into not blasting a huge hole in the condom with his release. He just kept his hands on her hips to keep her guided.

Not even a minute of this later, Selene slammed down, hilting his entire length into her body, instantly tightening like a vice around him as her eyes rolled completely back, her voice suddenly little more then weak, barely audible whimpers as her climax finally, _finally_ hit her like a fucking truck.

The instant that she tightened around him, Wesker's body gave out, and the condom was instantly filled with his release. They both laid there for a few seconds as Selene's inner muscles relaxed, allowing Wesker to withdraw - both with hisses or sharp inhales - to dispose of the condom in his en-suite bathroom, returning to find that Selene had - rather cutely - passed out, laying on her side with her arm bent with her fingertips barely an inch from her nose, the other hand gracefully draped along her hip and thigh.

He laid down behind her, pulling the blankets over her body before kissing the back of her right shoulder gently before falling asleep himself.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Bit of an explanation; This story was an idea I had a few days ago while unable to sleep. So of course, the initial idea was a bit skewed. But, after speaking to Vizord, he was actually rather pleased by my overall idea for this story. In fact, he hasn't read this (as of this moment) so he's in for a bit of a surprise when he sees that the whole first chapter is a sex scene. And for those thinking that this story's going to be nothing but sex... you're half right. It's got a plot, but there will be a decent amount of sex scenes, so you've been informed.**


	2. Chapter 2

Wesker awoke to the sound of birds chirping from outside his window. After a moment of blurry vision, he distinctly recalled never opening the large window in the first place...

"Selene?!"

The memories of last night came back to him in a flash, and he sat bolt upright to find that she'd disappeared, clearly out the open window at some point in the night.

Wesker sighed, putting one hand onto his forehead, then noticed that his phone - which Selene had carelessly knocked out of his hand before sucking him off - was sitting where Selene had fallen asleep. It was also blinking to notify of an unread message.

Grabbing the device, he opened the new message, finding it was from a new contact, appropriately named Mistress Selene.

"Took the liberty of adding my number into your phone. I will text you after midnight to inform you whenever I am arriving to visit. Leave your window unlocked, it's quite a nuisance."

Wesker was tempted to reply, but the message didn't exactly convey that he was permitted to do that with her. She'd clearly returned home - wherever that may be - and was most likely asleep.

A moment later, his phone's alarm went off, signalling the usual time for him to wake up. With a quick tap, he disabled it and got up for the day. Within 20 minutes, he was showered, dressed and sliding his textbooks into his bag before heading downstairs for a quick breakfast before driving to Raccoon University.

Of course, seated at the head of the dining room table was his father, Sir Spencer, with the family butler standing at his elbow.

"Security tells me you were up quite late. Were you studying?" Spencer asked, glancing up from the business section of the newspaper in his hands.

"Yes, father. Virology specifically." Wesker nodded respectfully as he took his seat.

"I see... Seems like Tricell's stock prices are rising." Spencer returned his attention to the paper, dropping the brief conversation with his son.

* * *

><p>After his light breakfast, Wesker drove himself to the University and attended all of his morning classes without really much issue. It wasn't until his usual lunch break that something interesting caught his attention.<p>

At first, it was a normal visit to one of the University's many, many coffee shops. He stood in line, he waited. But out of the corner of his eye, he noticed something happening near the exit.

Several younger men, around four of them, were clearly harassing a slightly short blonde woman that was clutching a leather back book to her fairly small chest.

"C'mon, Abernathe, show us all that porn you've been hiding in that book!" One of the boys taunted, using his larger frame to stop her from leaving her seat in the booth. The other boys were likewise boxing her in from all sides.

"It... It's N-not p-p-p-porn!" She stammered, speaking quietly as her brilliantly green eyes darted from each of their faces, trying to find an escape route. "Leave m-me alone!"

"We know what you're hiding, you little pervert, so why don't you just hand it over and we'll leave you..." He grabbed her by the wrist as he spoke.

"Excuse me, boys..."

All of them froze as the leader - the one body-blocking the girl - felt a strong grip on his shoulder.

"Now, boys... Do you have a moment? I'm having some difficulty with a definition, I was wondering if one of you could assist me?" Wesker had an open textbook in his hand, which lowered their guards as they turned to stare at the much taller blonde man that was behind them.

"What's the word?" One of them asked, curious.

"Consent." Wesker replied, snapping the book closed very loudly before he sprung into action.

In moments, three of them were on the floor, the fourth - the leader, saved for last intentionally - was on his knees, restrained by the wrist, with Wesker towering over him from behind while he essentially grovelled at the girl's feet.

"Consent is one's willingness for an action or agreement. Example, bullying someone, while causing them emotional stress is not something that consent applies towards. In other words..." He leaned down to the boy's ear and spoke in a menacing voice. "She doesn't like being trapped in a corner by you."

"What the fuck man!?" The captive boy groaned in pain as Wesker planted his foot on his exposed ankle. "Let me go!"

"You still don't get it, do you?" Wesker tisked loudly, since his entire display was being observed. "Let me go back to the basics, way back in kindergarten... Boys... be nice... to girls. It's not Quantum Physics. You respect all women, unconditionally. Otherwise you get a boot up your ass. The logic is quite simple, isn't it?"

"You're Albert Wesker, aren't you? I got a friend in your Biology class." The captive boy sneered at Wesker, who nodded in acknowledgement.

"Indeed I am. What does that have to do with your misogynistic attitude?"

"Why don't I ask you something? What the hell do you gain from this shit? It's not like Alice is gonna reward you or anything."

"You're right." Wesker suddenly released him completely. "I gain nothing from this whole affair."

The boy immediately stood up, facing Wesker with a scowl. "So why did you do it? Why bother getting involved if there's nothing in it for you."

"Simple." Wesker smirked before sucker punching the boy right in the teeth. "Because I don't believe you're worthy of a woman's respect. You breached her consent, causing her undue anxiety, blocked her from escaping you by using physical force, breached her personal privacy, and the simplest fact of the matter... I don't like you."

"Fucking asshole!" The boy spat out the blood from his mouth and swung his fist at Wesker, who casually leaned out of the way, causing the boy to stumble past him and into some stools with a loud crash. He was quickly back on his feet, reaching for something in his pocket.

"You pull out a weapon, and I will not restrain myself any longer." Wesker warned him in a level, authorative tone, glaring at him as he spotted the end of a switchblade in the boy's grasp.

"Fuck you!" The boy clicked the knife open, then in a surprising twist, threw the knife towards Wesker. Even more surprising was the fact that he deftly blocked the knife with his textbook, causing it to drop to the floor.

"Shame... Now you're defenseless." Wesker smirked at him. "And now you're fucked. Gentlemen, ladies, if you would be so kind as to restrain him and report him to campus security, that would be quite pleasing. If you'll excuse me..."

Wesker lowered the book, turning to the girl.

"I believe your name is Alice Abernathe, yes?" He smiled warmly at her. "Would you be so kind as to join me for a coffee? I assure you, I wish you absolutely no harm."

Alice nodded, slowly extending her hand to take Wesker's offered one, only to turn bright red as he leaned forward and gently kissed her knuckles.

"My apologies for the rash display. Did he hurt your arm?" His gaze had fallen upon the red mark from his tight grasp on her wrist earlier, but she shook her head. "When you are ready, please, follow me."

He gently released her, pointedly glancing at the fallen knife then back at the now physically restrained boy. "It saddens me to see such a pathetic display, especially in front of a lady. Even worse was your behaviour, young boy."

With that, Alice and Wesker left the coffee shop to a rousing applause from the onlookers and the staff.

Alice kept her head slightly down, tightly clutching her leather book as she followed alongside Wesker to his car. She paused for a moment to stare at him in confusion.

"Not far from here, there's a much better coffee shop I know about. Much more mature patronage with a quiet atmosphere. You'll very much enjoy it there." Wesker caught her gaze and smiled again. "Would you like to join me, or stay here at another one of the campus coffee shops?"

"I'll j-join you. What's it c-called?" Alice sat beside him in the car - inwardly amazed that it was kept so clean for a University student - and only relinquished one hand from her book to fasten her seat belt.

"Homebrew. I know a few of the regulars there, as well as the owners." Wesker put the car into gear after stowing his bag in the back seat, then drove off campus and in the direction of Homebrew, which wasn't more than a five minute drive away.

In those five minutes, Alice plucked up the courage to properly introduce herself. "I'm... Alice. I heard that your name is Albert?"

"Yes, that is correct. But I prefer my surname, Wesker." He smiled. "Here we are."

He pulled his car to an empty space at the curb and shut the engine off. Alice smiled very slightly as she scurried out of the car and waited for him to join her. She felt way too anxious to go inside the unfamiliar place by herself.

"Don't worry, nobody here will ever dare to hurt you." Wesker reassured her, noticing her anxiety. "I'll be right at your side."

Alice immediately went pink, embarrassed by Wesker's gentlemanly manner. But, she followed him inside and took in the lovely scent of the coffee beans that permeated the air.

Her eyes scanned the warm interior, finding the low hum of conversation mingling with the various sounds of coffee being brewed, stirring and occasional laughter. Coupled with the smooth jazz playing in the background, she was immediately smitten with the place.

"Are you alright?" Wesker stopped when he noticed her expression of awe.

Alice took a second to register that he'd spoken to her, and blinked in confusion. "I'm fine... It's really nice in here."

"Much better than the hustle and bustle of the campus, for sure." Wesker smiled, locking eyes with Alice for a moment. But in that moment, he got the strange impression that he'd sen her somewhere before. Maybe in passing between classes?

"Ah, Wesker! Wasn't expecting you here for another half hour!" One of the barista behind the counter spoke up, receiving additional hello's and hey's from the other staff.

"How's it been here today, Ken?" Wesker approached the counter, Alice silently following while her eyes wandered around the shop, taking in the tasteful decor and the display of pastries and snacks.

"Pretty quiet, actually. Slow lunch, so far. Might get a few coming in soon." Ken, who had a white eyepatch over his left eye and black hair smiled at Wesker before noticing Alice beside him. "Hey there, I'm Ken."

Alice nearly shot out of her skin in fright. She'd been so enraptured in looking around, she hadn't expected to be spoken to. "Alice..." She spoke quietly, looking away awkwardly.

"There was an incident on campus." Wesker shook his head, silently telling Ken not to pursue the topic further.

"I see." Ken nodded in understanding before asking. "So, what'll you two be having? Today's special is the pumpkin spice latte!"

"I thought that wasn't being implemented until tomorrow?" Wesker commented, pulling out his wallet to purchase his coffee. "Alice, how do you take your coffee?" He turned to his nervous companion with a smile, finding her likewise producing her wallet.

Ken's eye switched between them as a smile crept onto his face for a split second. He could tell what Wesker was about to do.

"I w-was gonna..." Alice averted her gaze again. "Try the pumpkin latte..."

"Two." Wesker slid a ten dollar bill towards Ken, who nodded and smiled as Alice looked suddenly embarrassed.

"You d-d-didn't n-need to d-do that." She stammered, glancing between the money and Wesker's smiling face.

"I chose to do it. You've had a rough day, haven't you?" Wesker asked, and she nodded. "So, aside from assisting you, the least I could do is buy you a coffee. It's the little things that can brighten someone's day."

"So what do you get from all this?" Alice asked suddenly, sounding like she was forcing herself to say what was on her mind before she started overthinking it.

"I get to see you smile. That's all I need." Wesker replied, wholeheartedly. He garnered no greater pleasure than seeing someone smile for his efforts. Money was no object either. He may be the heir to a multinational corporation, but like he just said... the little things were what mattered.

"You're... different than most guys on campus, aren't you?" Alice giggled slightly, a light tinkling laugh that brought yet another smile to hers and Wesker's faces.

"I think the evidence speaks for itself, yes." Wesker smiled. "If you don't mind me asking, have other boys implied rewarding them for assisting you?"

"How did you..." Alice looked suddenly surprised by his bold question.

"Because I don't need a reward for being a good person." He smiled as Ken slid their two latte's over the counter for them. "I believe I can confidently say the greatest reward for my actions is to see someone's face light up with relief and a bright smile being directed at me."

"I can respect that." Alice replied seemed to be finally relaxed as she accepted her coffee and sat down opposite to Wesker, still holding her precious book to her chest.

"If you don't mind me asking, is that book a story you've been writing?" Wesker glanced at the book for a moment before returning his gaze back to her beautiful green eyes. They oddly reminded him of Selene's icy blue ones, aside from the fact they were green.

"Yeah..." Alice's cheeks went pink for a moment as she tightened her grip on the cover.

"What's it about?" Wesker asked genuinely. His curiosity was piqued the moment that her eyes widened in surprise. Clearly nobody took the time to ask her about it, and judging by the ignorant boys, it was a rather distinctive harassment point for her apparent bullies.

"It's about a succubus suffering from multiple personalities." Alice spoke quietly as she explained. Of course, Wesker was even more curious.

"So it's a fantasy story?" Wesker asked, and she nodded. "I'd love to read it, some day."

"It's not finished yet..." Alice blurted out the words very quickly. "I mean... It's almost finished, I just need a bit more time to get the right ending."

"You mentioned the main character is a succubus. Does she have a name?" Wesker understood not to pursue the previous topic further, so he diverted to one of her previous comments.

The name that Alice gave him wasn't one he expected to hear. "Her name... is Selene."

Wesker took a moment to collect himself from the moment of surprise. "I happen to know a woman named Selene. She's quite the unique woman, if I do say so."

"Is she a friend of yours?" Alice asked, oddly curious as she seemed to perk up.

"She is, yes." Wesker wasn't going to go into the full details of his secret relationship with the dark and mysterious woman. "A close friend, in fact."

"What's she like?" Alice's fingers clenched at the cover for her book as she spoke.

"She's sassy, confident... beautiful. Dark hair, not much taller than you. And she has the most gorgeous icy blue eyes I've ever seen." Wesker took a sip of his latter. "I just so happened to speak to her last night, in fact."

"Could you ask her... If I could include a character in my story based on her?" Alice sounded very hopeful as she pulled out a pen and gently pulled Wesker's free hand over to her side of the table, carefully writing her name and phone number onto the back of his hand. "Text me when she gives her answer... please?"

Wesker smiled warmly. "Of course, it would be my pleasure."


	3. Chapter 3

That evening, just before Wesker sat down for his next studying session, he suddenly remembered Selene's command to leave his window unlocked. So he went to the window and unlatched it. But before he turned back to his desk, his gaze traveled along the myriad of warm colours adorning the landscape.

For mid-October, the colours were quite impressive. But then it would be winter, cold and bitter. He should set aside a day strictly to enjoy the autumn season before it got too cold.

Returning to his books, he set himself to his task of completing his latest assignments for his classes from the day.

It wasn't until 12:30am that Selene texted him to announce that she was arriving. Wesker read the simple message 'I'm on my way. Window better be unlocked.' and only then did he recall that his bedroom was on the second floor...

How was Selene going to get inside? Getting out was easy, there was a covered walkway just below the window, a safe five or so foot drop, the problem was getting on top of it in the first place. It was easily twenty feet high near his window. The safest place to drop to the ground required some bold ivy climbing at least thirty feet away from his window.

Before he could think about it any more, he felt a breeze behind him and spun around to find Selene already in arms reach, smiling in amusement.

"Good boy. Bonus points on that very quick reaction time." Selene slowly sat down on his lap, gently kissing him with a please hum. "How's the homework, my little nerd?"

"Dreadfully boring, as always, my Mistress." Wesker spoke quietly, already relaxed from his flood of mental straining and memorizing. "How was your day? You seemed to have left in a hurry."

"Urgent matters to attend to this morning. As for the rest of my day... I don't know how, but I seemed to injure my wrist and can't quite place the source. Might've been my bracelet getting caught on something." Selene held up her left wrist, which clearly had red abrasion marks all over it. Of course, she wore a loosely hanging studded leather bracelet on that arm, so her theory might be true.

"Does it hurt?" Wesker's gaze fell upon the minor injury, but Selene smiled again.

"No, I'm fine. No need to worry about this. We have more important things to do... and discuss."

"Yes, Mistress?" Wesker actually didn't like the sound of her voice when she said the word 'discuss'. It sounded like she wasn't pleased by something.

"Who is this... Alice?" Selene gripped Wesker's marked hand by the wrist and examined the writing.

"A student from school. She has a request for you." Wesker explained. "She's writing a fantasy story, and asked to create a character based on you. I am simply the message between you and her, Mistress."

"Hmmm..." Selene lowered his hand, tapping her cheek with her index finger while her other hand supported her raised elbow. "Interesting. Summarize this story of hers."

Wesker explained the limited information that Alice had given him, and it seemed to greatly amuse Selene that the main character, the succubus, shared her name.

"Interesting indeed. So, tell me... What did you say to describe me to her that gave her the idea to include my personality in her fiction?"

Wesker repeated the exact words he used in the coffee shop, and Selene wordlessly swooped forward, holding both sides of his head as she kissed him very lovingly.

"More bonus points. Keep it up, and you'll reach the first reward tier." She seemed very pleased by his honest description of her.

"I don't understand, Mistress. Could you elaborate?" Wesker didn't understand what these points were being added up for.

"Well..." Selene stood up from straddling his lap. "Good behaviour gets you points. Bad behaviour, or disobeying my orders removes points. I never reveal how many in either case. If you earn enough points, you reach a tier. There are several tiers, and each time, the amount of required points gets larger. You started with zero, obviously. And the first reward tier is at 30 points." She explained her system while thoughtfully pacing back and forth before him.

"Are there specific rules for this system?" Wesker asked, trying to fully understand the concept.

"Behave." Selene replied sassily. "Not really, no. I have full control, obviously, and the only real rule is that you never know the exact number of points you receive when I give them... or take them." Selene stopped pacing, suddenly very serious. "You wouldn't want that, now would you?" She asked, sounding very sinister.

"No, Mistress." Wesker replied right away, lowering his gaze respectfully.

"Good. Now, if you play your cards right tonight, you just might reach that magic thirty points I mentioned." Selene nodded, clearly pleased as she turned and strode right over to his flawlessly arranged bed. "In which case, you will receive certain privileges... and a special one-time bonus." She sat on the edge of the bed, in that same sassy manner with her arms slightly behind her, leaning back and crossing her legs at the knee.

"May I ask about that?" Wesker hadn't moved from his seat, letting her wander as she pleased. He didn't receive any orders yet, so he made absolutely sure that his current points - whatever they were - remained strictly on a profitable rise.

"Not yet. Get thirty points, then you can." Selene slowly shook her head to the side, once in both directions before raising an eyebrow at him. "By the way... I tasted pumpkin on your lips. Why is that?"

"New specialty coffee at my preferred cafe." Wesker replied immediately, and Selene smirked, raising both eyebrows this time.

"I quite like it. Kiss me, I want to taste some more." She beckoned for him to approach with one finger.

Of course, he was on his feet in an instant. But he waited for her to pat the bed space at her side before sitting at her side, gently leaning towards her, letting her lean the rest of the way to enjoy her tasty treat.

"Mmmmm... Do I taste a bit of spice?" Selene raised an eyebrow, regarding her lover expectantly.

"Pumpkin spice latte." Wesker replied with a nod. "The cafe is called Homebrew."

"That sounds familiar... Might have passed by it at some point. It's near the University, I assume?" Selene sounded thoughtful for a moment as she seductively licked her lips. Wesker nodded. "I just might have a look, and give that delicious latte a try. How much is it?"

"Four dollars." Wesker replied. "Their prices are much better than Starbucks or other high end cafes."

"All the more reason to go." Selene smirked before leaning forward to whisper into his ear. "Now... Where's that impressive cock of yours? Is it hiding from little old me?"

"More like it's unable to escape the restraints." Wesker replied, moving his arm aside to reveal the massive tent in the front of his pants.

Selene chuckled in an oddly seductive and sinister way before saying. "Unleash the beast."

Wesker smiled for a moment before pulling the zipper of his pants down and withdrawing his raging erection. Without so much as an announcement of intent, Selene locked the base of the shaft in her iron grip, a triumphant glint in her eyes before getting in the first loving lick.

* * *

><p>Elsewhere in Raccoon City, a young woman stood staring off into the distance through the window of her large office, her long stare unbroken for several minutes now.<p>

She had heard rumours of an incident earlier that day, one that she felt quite displeased to hear. Albert Wesker, the heir to the Umbrella Corporation, her literal rival and the love of her life, had betrayed her.

"Albert, my love... What have you done? Why have you done this to yourself?" She spoke to herself, breaking the silence. "What do you see in that weak, timid little girl, when you can have a strong, powerful, and beautiful woman such as myself?"

As she spoke, she seductively ran her hands up her body, starting at her hips, along her toned stomach, between her D-cup cleavage, only to cross over her upper chest, covering herself with each hand gripping the sides of her own neck.

"Miss Gionne, your mother wishes to speak to you." The voice of one of her domestic servants spoke up from behind her at the door, so she turned her head, glancing over her shoulder to reply.

"Immediately?" Excella's voice hinted disdain for being interrupted.

"Yes, Miss. She's in the tea room." The servant replied, bowing her head immediately, as she was trained to do from day one.

* * *

><p>Selene moaned around Wesker's shaft, she had stripped them both and was now straddling his face as he pleasured her. His tongue was distracting her from her own task of sucking him off, making it hard for her to concentrate on anything except the unquenched fire between her legs.<p>

"Mmmm..." She hummed approvingly as Wesker's very skilled tongue teased her clitoris nicely. "Good boy, I like that." She withdrew his length from her mouth to compliment his deed. "You got points for that, just so you know."

Wesker chuckled quietly, but said nothing as Selene gave a sharp inhale, unmuffled by his length in her mouth. She quickly realized the mistake and returned to her oral minstrations.


End file.
